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absorbed in doing things that you cannot get far away enough into your
own soul to see what is coining to pass."
We walked on silently and I noticed how very tired and sad he looked.
I tried to assure him that the village he was going to was a homely and
unspoilt place. He stopped, looked in my face and placed his hand on my
shoulder reassuringly.
"What a beautiful world, what radiance, what joy! I am a man of
great wealth but who cannot feel at home in a world of suffering and
dumbness. I want to ask Mr. Shaw what he thinks of life? Why it has
come to this pass? He must be a wise man, for his words have gone
across the world and he is very old. You are a wise people, let me tell
you why because I have no doubt that you don't know it. After the last
war, you put up a monument to a kind woman with the inscription:
Patriotism is not enough. Even in the heat of victory you knew it was
not enough. What will you put up after this war? Possessions are not
enough, Beauty is not enough, Happiness is not enough, Love is not
enough. . . ."
"Who cares? Inscriptions are of no account!" I interrupted, but he
ignored my remark.
"We in the East believe in venerable old men, that they understand
that which we are mystified with, the things that trouble us."
Again we walked in silence. We were at the foot of the hill at the top
of which stood Shaw's house. He looked up eagerly, hoping to see, what
was it he wanted to see? An Indian temple or a minute straw shelter
open to the world, such as the holy men are wont to live in? He said:
"You are silent, you think me strange." I assured him that I did not think
him strange but that I hoped he would not be disappointed in his visit.
"I could not be disappointed. See, I come to a strange place and meet
a stranger who immediately takes me to the very place, who listens to
my talk so courteously. No, I can see I am right and I shall get Mr. Shaw
to join with our Mahatma to intercede with the evil forces, the Hitlers,
to stop this slaughter." I was on the point of leaving him as we reached
Shaw's Corner, but to save him from officious handling, I conducted
him personally. Unfortunately the van of the local butcher drew up and
a large plate of meat was carried in and as if arranged to shock
this Indian, Mr. Shaw's secretary in her long for coat, came out. I
saw the look of astonishment and then of sorrow in his face. He
said nothing, however, but followed me round the house and
across to his hut. G.B.S. was sitting with his account book in front